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for her to rear his children and to be always at his side.
That story also must be ended, and the sooner the
better.
He dreamed with satisfaction of how when he got home
he would take off his tunic and boots, would put on broad-
fitting shoes, would tuck his trousers cossack fashion into
his white woollen stockings, and, throwing his home-
weave coat around his warm jacket, would drive off into
the fields. It would be good to have his hands on the
plough handles and walk along the damp furrow behind
the plough, his nostrils greedily drinking in the raw and
vapid scent of crumbling earth, the bitter smell of grass
cut by the ploughshare. In foreign countries even the
earth and the grasses had a different smell. More than
once in Poland, in the Ukraine and the Crimea he had
rubbed a grey stalk of wormwood between his palms, had
smelt it and had yearningly thought: " No, it's not the
>ame, it's different. . . ."
But his driver was finding life boring. She felt inclined
for conversation. She stopped urging on the bullocks,
seated herself comfortably and, playing with the leather
tassel of her knout, long and surreptitiously examined
Gregor, his concentrated face, his half-closed eyes. " He's
not so very old, though he is grey. And he's a queer fellow,
somehow! He looks as though he's seen some trouble
in his time. But he isn't bad-looking really. Only a lot of
grey hair, and his moustache is almost grey too. But
otherwise he's not bad. What's he thinking so much for ?
At first it looked as though he was going to be jolly, but
then he shut up, and for some reason asked about the
bullock. Doesn't he know what to talk about ? Or perhaps
he's shy. He doesn't look like it. He's got hard eyes.
No, he's a good cossack, only queer, somehow. Well then,
keep your mouth shut, you hunchbacked devil ! A lot
of need I've got of you ' I can hold my tongue too. If
you're riding to your wife, you'll never get there ! Well,
hold your tongue, and much good may it do you ! M
She lolled with her head back against the ribs of the
wagon, and began to sing quietly.
Gregor raised his head and gazed at the sun. The day
was still young. A last-year thistle which morosely stood
guard over the road threw a shadow the length of half a